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get to the end of it, always ready to put the
same question to-morrow and to begin over
again. She shocked these men of slower and
more sustained thought, who were forever dis-
cussing and never coming to any conclusions.
She demanded that they should produce their
machinery, analyze themselves, explain them-
selves and their works on the wing, so to
speak, and at first sight. Schiller lost his
patience. " I seem to myself to be recovering
from an illness," he said when she went away.

Finding herself one day in company with
Fichte, she said to him, " Tell me, M. Fichte,
could you in a very short time, in a quarter
of an hour for example, give me an epitome of
your system, and explain to me what you mean
by your word me? It is very obscure to me."
Fichte had spent all his life in hatching this
word and evolving its surprising metamor-
phoses. The question seemed to him imper-
tinent. Nevertheless, he was gallant enough
to endeavor to please her. But he had to
translate himself into French, and the effort
almost caused him a bloody sweat. He had
not spoken ten minutes, when Madame de
Stael cried out: " Enough, M. Fichte, quite
enough! I understand you marvellously well
I have seen your system in an illustration; it
is one of the adventures of Baron Miinchausen."